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Beneath the Gaze of the Moon 


"Over the couch, Grohl" 


| always know when the loneliness is starting to hit him because | get a text message that contains little more 
than a hotel name and a room number. Often it also includes the peach emoji which is a sure fire sign of what 


he wants. 


This time we've landed in a large, white suite at the Beverley Wilshire smack in the heart of LA. Dave doesn't 
travel far unless he's on the road and | have to admit that l'm a bit of a homebody. | don't like to go too far 
unless | have to. We could meet at my house, or at Dave's. But there's something about a hotel room that 


makes our meetings a little more exotic, at least to Dave. 


And | have to admit that there are times when that loneliness begins to eat away at me, too. Don't get me 
wrong; | love my life. | love having the freedom to do whatever | want. But sometimes you need a little 


company, even if that company needs to have the horniness removed first. 


We're only going to be in the suite for one night but, fuck me, its huge. There's a view of the city twinkling 
from the balcony and more couches and seats than we'll ever use. On top of that, there's the huge fuck off 


king size bed which | know will get used once Dave's had his fill. 


Speaking of which. Dave's shuffled his jeans and shorts to his knees and has made himself look pretty over the 
arm of one of the couches. His ass is in the air and, as usual, he's got his head resting on his arms. He won't 


look that serene for long but, my God, he'll enjoy every freakin’ second of it. 


Standing behind him, | slide the belt from my jeans and double it over so that the buckle is in my hand. 


Wouldn't want to do him any permanent damage. 
"You know the drill." 


He lifts his head and nods. The dying sunlight catches the grey that streaks his otherwise immaculate dark 
hair. He's aged quickly these past few years. Gone is the guy who looked eternally young and been replaced 


with someone whose face is beginning to acquire lines and whose hair and beard are beginning to grey. 


| whip the belt across his ass, savouring in the sound of leather meeting flesh and the muffled howl of Dave 
screaming into the couch. There's a satisfying red line directly across the middle of his offered cheeks and he 
tenses as | take another swing. There's another crack and another howl from Dave. He lifts his hips, all but 
offering himself to me. His jeans and shorts slip further down his legs until they're tangled around his ankles. 


And | just keep on going, one swing after another, listening to him as his ass turns fiery red. 


Amidst it all, Dave stiffens and his voice fills with lust rather than pain | know just from that tiny change 
that he's come all over the couch. Its why | made sure there was a towel on it because there's no way in Hell 


I'm sponging out his stains before we leave in the morning. 


He enjoys this. Enjoys being put in his place. | think that it allows both of us a break from our roles out in the 
normal world. Dave tries to control everything and, by doing so, ends up working himself into a state. He'd 


needed someone to take him and give him time and space to loosen up. And that someone was me. 


We've been hooking up like this for several years now. Ever since Dave came to me frustrated, watery eyed, 
and in need of respite from the greater world. It was a call that | had to take, and a cry that | had to answer. 
Because no other fucker would. They'd take him, use him, abuse him, and toss him back on the street the next 
day. And there was no fuckin’ way that | could see that happen The man was in enough pain as it was without 
someone else shattering his already frail heart. 


‘On your feet." 
Dave wobbles slightly as he stands and | place a hand in the small of his back | drop the belt onto a nearby 
easy chair and seat myself on the couch. Every evening follows the exact same pattern and Dave pauses to 


take in the darkening sky before he drapes himself across my lap. 


There's magic in the night-time. These dark hours are when the creators are awake, making everything that 


everyone consumes. It's when their brains are active, working through new ideas, and putting pen to paper. So 


it's no surprise that when we hook up we don't stop until the small hours of the morning. 

| stroke a hand over Dave's burning ass and gently squeeze each of his offered cheeks. "How you feelin'?" 
His hair moves as he nods. "Better." 

"We're gonna keep going, okay? Gonna keep this rolling. Because you need it, don't you?" 


Another nod. "I do, yeah." He sighs and his body rises and falls with the effort. | can already see his shoulders 


beginning to slacken. "It's been a tough few months." 


My hand pauses on the swell of his backside, my fingers clasping around the soft skin. "I know, baby. | know. 
Been tough for all of us. But we're gonna make it better, okay?" 


"I know. Thank you." 

We stay like that for a while, Dave purring as | stroke him. My own jeans are so tight I'm scared that they'll 
burst at any moment. But soon enough I'll be buried in his sweet, tight ass and giving him the fucking that he 
desperately needs. 

Because fuck knows that | need it, too. | need to make that connection with someone else, another human being, 
and someone who I've known for years. Not just some random one night stand. | need to know that there's 
someone who knows me who is all too willing to offer themselves for a night of divine pleasure once every 
couple of months. 

The spanking that he gets is more meditative than punishing. | alternate between his ass cheeks and the tops 
of his thighs, savouring the crack of my hand and enjoying the connecting that comes from it. Hand spanking is 
particularly intimate and hearing Dave's purrs tells me that he enjoys it as much as | do. It's a nice, slow build 


and allows us to both get excited for what's to come. Literally. 


Dave groans and lifts his hip and | press my free hand into the small of his back. "Not so fast, Grohl. You'll get 


yours soon enough." 

"Now," he softly whines. 

"Soon. You've already had one. Stop being so fuckin’ greedy and let others have their fun" 

He huffs and drops himself back to my lap. | give him a stinging slap for dropping his full weight onto me. 
"Don't make me keep going, Dave. Because | will." 


A shiver runs along his spine and | can almost see the anticipation building within him. | reach out and run a 


hand through his hair, pushing it forward before scratching his scalp. | ball his hair into my hand and gently 


pull it back so that it sweeps over his shoulders. 
"You're gonna be okay. You know that, right? I'm not going to hurt you. Just give you what we both want" 


He nods and his shoulders rise and fall as he sighs. Dave makes no effort to move. He appears to be quiet 
happy lying over my knees and feeling my own dick dig into his stomach. 


We stay like that for a while, just enjoying the stillness, and one another. | could spend all night like this, just 
having someone to hold and be close to. But Dave's a different kettle of fish and he's not happy unless he's 
getting pounded into the bed. 


Eventually he rights himself and, with his jeans still tangled around his legs, he straddles my lap. He rests his 
head on my shoulder and wraps his beefy arms around my chest. | find myself mirroring his posture and 
holding him tight. This is what we're here for. Not just for the sex, nor the pain, nor the pleasure that follows, 
but to chase away the coldness of a dark right. 


My heart aches for this closeness on a regular basis. There are times when all | want is to wake up next to 
someone and savour their presence. Then, at other times and like the crazy cat man that | am, | just want to 


be left alone to enjoy my peace and quiet. 


| kiss the side of his head and take in Dave's scent of expensive cologne, cheap shampoo, and cigarettes. "How 


about we get to bed, huh?" 


Dave sighs and nods. He rarely says a thing once he's in this head space. He just lets himself drift before being 
pulled back into the present moment. Because Dave rarely stays in the present. He's forever ten steps ahead 
of himself, planning on what he's going to do with the next album or the next tour before they've even 


started the current one. 


He eases himself from my lap and shrugs himself out of his clothes. They sit in a pile on the floor until he 
sweeps them up and puts them on a chair. | watch as he wanders over to the bed, a slight limp in his right 
leg, and pulls himself up. Once he's arranged himself over a pile of pillows, | get to my feet and dig a bottle of 
lube out of my overnight bag. 


| stand at the end of the bed and take Dave in. His ass is a beautiful shade of red and his body rises and falls 
as he takes deep breaths. Kneeling at his feet, | apply a liberal amount of gel to my fingers and ease one into 
him. The purr of satisfaction that | receive in return is music to my ears and | bend to press a kiss to his 


ass. 
"You look beautiful like that. You know that, right?" 
Dave glances at me over his shoulder and smiles. "Love it when you say that." 


| shrug. "Well, it's true." 


| slide my fingers in and out while my free hand holds his ass cheeks apart. | love watching his tiny entrance 
succumb to me. Love knowing that soon I'll be buried deep inside of him. 


| give his ass a final kiss. "Ready?" 
"Ready as ever." 


Dave drops his head back to his folded arms and the white sheets rumple beneath me as | move between his 
legs. The anticipation is fucking glorious and | feel my body begin to relax as my dick slides into him. 


Its always easy with Dave. He's tight and warm but oh so accommodating. It's why people love him. There's no 


messing around, just get down to business with a nice, easy fuck. 


And that's what | do. Easing myself over him, | rest my hands beside his elbows and begin to move. Dave sighs 
beneath me and lifts his head. His dark eyes are heavy and glazed and there's that warm, happy smile on his 
lips. For once, the persona that the world sees has faded deep inside of himself. In its place is a wonderful man 


who loves nothing more than to please those that he's with 
"Good?" 

He nods. "So good It's always fuckin’ good with you. 

| place a kiss between his shoulder blades. "Good. I'm glad’ 


We move as one, Dave's hips arching to meet me as | ease myself in and out. My hands reach for his, my 
fingers twining with his. Our voices are one and we fill the room with groans and soft sighs. Being with Dave is 
a delight that I'll never tire of. Even though my own insecurities can play up, deep down | know that he'll never 
become bored of me. | know that we're more than mere playthings for one another. There's a genuine 
connection that runs far deeper than most people can imagine. It's a connection that's spanned decades and 


continents, always bringing us back when we need one another the most. 


Dave squeezes himself around my cock and | can feel my orgasm beginning to blossom. My teeth dig into the 
tender flesh between his shoulders as | try to stifle a howl of pleasure. Rolling my hips, | press myself in as 
deep as | can, desperately trying to take my time and make it last. But its all to no avail and my orgasm 
blossoms through me. Beneath me, Dave sighs and relaxes, a sign that this has been just as good for him. 


We lie still for a few moments, my weight resting on Dave's back and soak up the other's presence. The night 
is young and there's time for more. But, for the moment, we're just happy to feel another close to us. 


Tomorrow, we'll wake, fuck, eat breakfast, and kiss one another goodbye until the next time. 


| bury my nose in Dave's hair and just.. breathe. There's calm in the post-sex moments. Calm that neither of 


us see all that often. Sometimes | wonder what it would be like if we stopped flitting around like this and just.. 


moved in with one another? It's a nice thought, full of warmth and cheer. But | don't know quite how it would 


work in the long run. 

Dave's hand squeezes mine and | feel myself come back to the present. 

"You okay?" he asks. 

| kiss his shoulders and hoist myself up. "Just peachy." 

"Ready for round two?" 

Sliding beside him, | smile. Nothing about Dave surprises me any more, not even his insatiable appetite for sex. 


He just lies there and grins at me, his dark eyes sparkling with mischief. Maybe it is time for us to discuss 


something a little more permanent? 


